7HE   KING'S  AMOUR.                      69

And at that very instant, I woke as it were from
a long dream. And memory rushed suddenly back
like light into my soul. And I cried out: Haha!
haha! she was my wife; it was my wife. And all
the while she stood beside me, and yet I did not
know her. And like a madman, I have been running
after phantoms, and now I am her murderer. And
there came over me suddenly a horror, that lifted my
hair from my body: and unable to endure it, all at
once I fell to the ground, struck by the thunderbolt
of remorse and grief. So I lay in the road, like a
dead man> while day slowly came back into the
world.

And then again, after a long while, I started to my
feet. And I struck my hands together, crying aloud:
What if she were not dead? Still, still there may be
time.

(Ha!   Kdtydyani*,  art   ihou  attentivef      And the

goddess answered:   Dear Swan^  speak on:   1 listen.

And once more she caressed his snowy neck  with the
lotus of her hand*)

* A name of Parwati